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THE GREAT PHILANTHROPIST. 

“ Papa must either be an unmitiyated humbug or the most self sacrificing of creatures. Last week it was generally understood that under no circumstances 
would he be able to leave his sick chamber for three months; but this week, with a nonchalance and serenity utterly at variance with the invalid theory, he is 
prowling about the streets, accompanied by Alexandry, Jubilee and the Twins, gathering in oof, as he terms it, for his Christmas Appeal Fund. of course, 
if Poor Pa has not been shamming illness, this conduct is idiotic ; but, anyhow, the more money we get, the better it will be for the Poor.’—'Tvorsi. 


CHRISTMAS IS CONING. | THE BLACK ACT. 


— 


Os July 20th, 1787, John Elliot, M.D... was tried upon an 
indictment, under the Mlack let, for “wilfully and mali- 
ciously discharging two pistols, loaded with powder and 
divers balls, at the person of Miss Boydell. The second 
count charged him with firing one pistol, loaded with 
powder and one or more bullets, at the said Miss Boydell.” 

The account of the trial is very vague and unsatisfactory, 
but there are some curious points connected with it worth 
recording. It is to be supposed that the dector had: fatten 
in love with the lady, and his suit: being rejected. he deter- 
mined to take her life. It seems for that purpose he loaded 
two pairs of pistols, but the pistol he discharged close behind 

| Miss Boydell’s back, as she was walking down Prinee’s 
| Street, contained no bullet. 

On his being taken to the police station, and a friend of 
the lady explaining that she was not dangerously wounded, 
| the prisoner, clasping his hands together in an agony of 
| disappointment, exclaimed. “Is she not dead?” he having 


| if 
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Sz 
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just before expressed great joy at what he had done, saving 
now he should die in peace as he had sent her before him. 
At the trial, the doctor's counsel called another doctor to 
rove that the prisoner was insane, The second doctor said 
ie had formed this opinion froma letter he had received 


1. Padinks is a great deal astonished to find the 2. Grow, in fact. alinost obnoxious in their respectial 2. But the most curions of all is the conduct of the ah “ Bee 4 : ; 
amount of popularity he has attained in his imme- attentions, while the postman, who has heretofore been police, At one period Pufiinks looked upon the Force from Elliot, “the pur port of Me hic h bah philosophical 
diate neighbourhood during the last week or two. almost surly in his manners. seems to lave chauged as his inveterate foc, but now they prove friends in hy pothesis, that the sun wos not specially a ball of tire, but 
Wit dues it mean? The tradesmen's assistants— into the personification of politeness. need with a vengeauce. ; that his heat procecded from the quality of the atmosphere 

7 oe, 
s, 
br 


< * SB geht” PS. ae, lyn o} es epee ‘ 
Da aati NBS RB ERY oft oF ; toni ip abt peta BGR I hs Se EE ARNE aie ah ha ait Sta 
Fie Lie AR ha | 2 i in calli ess Sk ce dist i . acl 


that surrounded his body. But the hypothesis, however false, was 
ably argued, and as to the absurdity of the doctrine itself, the 
Recorder aptly asked the witness whether, if he judged of his intel- 
lects merely from a vague supposition ns to the nature of the sun's 
heat, he might not equally declare Buffon to be mad.” 

The Recorder, for some unexplained reason, appeared desirous of 
convicting the prisoner, and the jury having brought ina verdict 
of “guilty of shooting, but they do not find that there was ball,” 
he said this was “no ground for exultation to the prisoner. His 
crime, in the eye of Heaven, was the same, and he should order 
him to be detained to be tried for the assault; and it was a duty 
the prosecutors owed to society to bring him to his trial in that 
way.’ 

The account of the trial, from which this briefer one has heen 
taken, thna concludes: “The officionsness of justice proved fatal 
to poor Elliot. He was a man of extreme sensibility, and, heing 
convicted of the assault, and a vindictive sentence passed, he 
adopted a determination to starve himself to death, and, in spite of 
entreaty and force, persisted in not swallowing any sustenazice, till 
he died a victim to the misp!aced punctilio of law.” 

° * ° * e * 
“Oh, law!” murmured the Budlet. 
(Next week,” A Rascal.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
——— 
* * Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped enrelope la db enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. ose loose stamps, 
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Thank you very much for drawings, But they're useless, GERALD 
NEIL; We are always glad of help, Pui, For the Eminent's 


“Appeal.” They're the sort of persons, AMBER, Who put on a lot 
of side; You can sind the route, Miss JEFFREYS, By consulting 


any guide, Very sorry, COMIC SINGER, But we do not know the 
song: Yea, you'te lost your wager, HAROLD, You moat certainly 
are wrong. Don't be silly, BE. FP. CHRIATIAN, Do not worry us 
again, No, we donot know of any Good instructor, HERBERT PAYNE. 
if? are certain, ALBERT FERRAR, Sarage never got a place! Are 
you sure that you hace got the Praper title of the race? Thank 
you, HUMPHR2Y, but we're not in Want of i/ rerses NOW; If it's 
to be done, perhaps, PRED, You will kindly tell ua how, Very glad 
you knocked ‘em, STANLEY, Really you made quitea hit; You can 
pleas: yourself, A READER, SLOPER daes not care a whit, 
eS 
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—£150 


vill be paid ta the next-of-hin af anu Man, Woman, Boy, ar Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall happen to mect 
with hisor her death in a Railway Accident, in any part of the 
United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY 
Stoper’s TALF-HOLIDAY” be sound upon the Deecased at the 
time of the Accident, “ALLY SLoPER's Hate -HoLIpay” is 
pubdished Ss date the United Kingdom every Thursday morn- 
tng at 8 o'clock, and the Inaurance lasts one week from that 
time, eeniring at 8 o'clock the following Thursday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


— 


“It's wonderful what a pack of women take up with journalism 
nowadays. It don’t take the real womantliness from them, all the 
ramd. My brother Joe's got hitched on to one of ‘em quite lately. 
It’s quite nice to see him beginning a letter— My dear sub-editorial 
ownest tart.’ And can't they write nicely, too! See that letter she 
sent to him the day when he came to her pa’s house all-round-my- 
hat-and-a-little-over — Never, under any existing conditions of 
fortuitous circumstances, shall the inebriate who announces his 
arrival by thrusting his proboscis into the interstices of the door- 
mat,’ etc. Oh, women du know something nowadays.” 

es 
s 
“T CANNOT sing the old songs,” 
The maid began to chant ; 
And the back row youngster shouted out, 
“\'m bally glad you can’t!” 
se 


s 
He was a poet, and he had been worrying our editor ina manner 

which, thank goodness! only poets have the secret of, and at last 
overwrought nature gave way, and the editor exclaimed, “I wish 
you were in H—eaven!" “Don't say that,” murmured the poet, 
in choking accents. “Why not?” asked the editor, half repenting 
that he had been so harsh. “ Because, if that were so, we should 
Never meet again,” anawered the poet. And then he attained 
his object, and seduced the editor into pouring out a libation to 
Bacchus. ee 

* . 


Shuffler. 1 hear that old McMouther has had a phenomenal 
success in America, 

Muffler, You don't mean that! 

Shuffler, Yes; he was playing somewhere in the neighbourhood 
of Washington, and his audience were completely carried away 


\ feed 
Muffler. Vinthusiasm? 
Shuffler. No; a cyclone. Pa 


“1 HATE her nasty, wheedling, side-looking, canoodling ways,” 
eaid Mrs. Sloper. “If she were my dnighter aad I patighe her at 
all that grimacing, I'd just fetch her such a slap that the echo 
would cause such a shock as would tear the crackling off the 
Sunday baked loin o' pork ; and, if that wasn't enough, I'd make an 
apple-turnover out of the powder | wiped off her face, and give it 
to the next salvation major to poison himself with.” 

*¢ 


* 
THE optimist sees but the roses of life, 
The thorns meet the pessimist's view ; 
But the sensible man, with an eye to the facts, 
Notes and knows how to handle the two! 
tad 


= 
“T say, dad,” exclaimed young Sharnshins, “what is the Drink 
Question?” a Well, that depends,” anid Sharpshins, with peontlee: 
tions of Fleet Street, “it’s either ‘What will you have?’ or ‘What 
are you going to stand?’” oe 
s 


“ Now, as we've left the shop,” observed Mrs. Cook, lately of the 
Boroagh, “and come inter sassiety, as it were, T do eo wish that 
Cook had a nice long name, 80 as I might stick Mrs, Planter- 
geneticon-Cook, or sommat of that kind.” “If you want a hyphen 
to your name, my dear, why not call yourself Mrs, Plain-Cook ?" 
arid a ratirical friend. 
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FASHION FANCIES—By Miss Sloper. 


No.399.—The “ Izaak Walton” Costume. 


or 


“ You've been loitering again, Thomas.” | id Z 


“ Beg, parding, mum, but I jest looked 
in at Bow Street to see my brother sen- | 
tence to six hard for some stealing Idid.” | 


THE BELOVED. 
(Aa neen by her sweetheart.) 


4 


Fear not, gentle reader ; the above does not depict the clever capture of a ruthless 
atom of humanity of the mature age of three, by a brave a 
It isonly Robert assisting his beloved Susan Jane i 


“Kind friends, please spare & 
trifle. ‘These are my only sapport.” 


bold policeman, 
in the execution of her duties. 


Barn Stormer said that when he last 
played Hamlet, amongst other tributes a 
magnificent flower was presented him, bunt 
he omitted to explain that it was a cauli- 


flawer, 
ome 


“A wan,” said the Only Real Great One, “is always kno x 
the company he keeps.” Then McGooseley looked a ehouckin 
asa tom cat that’s wolfed down its skewer by mistake. “\y,.!; 
yon couldn't be known by the company you keep, anyhow." 
SLOPER frowned. “How s0, sir?” “Why, because you never kept 
any company in your life. It always keeps you, for | never enw ae 
stand a drink till——” And then the Dear Old Man had once niore 
to chuck the sob of seneibility behind the shadow of the sausage 
and mash engine. és hs: 

s 


“THE only time I ever knew Putty turn his back u i 
was when he sat down on his father-in-law's hot Recut, who ben 
put it accidental like on the seat of his Windsor chair; and thei 
you may guess he turned round and faced it pretty sharp.” : 


s 
Our 'Tilda's given up the drink 
To lecture strong on children’s manners ; 
And doesn't she scoop in the chink ! 
Admission : nothing less than tanners. 


2 
“THIs new printing machine will do twice us much work, of a 
tter quality, than the old ones,” said an agent; “you'd better 
have one, sir—it will pay for itself in twelve months.” “Will you 
guarantee that?” inquired ALLY. “ Yes, sir,” said the agent. eager|; 
“with pleasure.” “Then, if they'll pay for themselves, you had 
better send in about twenty of ‘em; but, mind you, I can't pay for 
them.” ‘18 
s 


Ally Sloper (to his favourite chemist), Look here, I say, will 
you treat me for dyspepsia? 
Chemist. No, Mr. SLOPER, I won't ; and let me tell you that the 
less treating you have this Christmas the better for your dyspepsia, 
ss 


s 
“Tr is all the influence of the evil one, my brethren—that wicked. 
lying, deceitful spirit, Beelzebub,” exclaimed a street preacher. 
“Oh, that we could stamp him beneath our feet, and chain him 
down! Oh! that——" “Steady on, guv'nor,” observed a scoffer ; 
“remember, if it weren't for him, you d be outer collar.” : 


= 
HUSHED is the conversation’s sound 
Of sages and of gawks ; 
And there is silence deep—profound, 
When money talks ! 
* 


= 
“CAN you assist a pore man to a copper fora night's lodgin'?” 
inquired the ragged, barefooted, haven t-washed-or-tasted-food-for- 
six-weeks mendicant of the Eminent the other day, “Certainly | 
can,” replied KLOPER, “come on—there’s one at the corner who'll 
he only too glad of the introduction.” But when the rival of 
Jacques discovered that ALLY referred to a copper in blue to adopt 
an Arthur Robertian phrase,,he cried, “Oh ! bless and cherish you,” 
or words to that effect. a . 
a 


First Youthful Aristocrat. Ah, my sister is going to be presented 
at Court! 

Second Youthful ditte, What's that, T should like to know? My 
mother's going to appear at the Divorce Court next week. 

*? 
* 

“Is it true, my friend, that you_have gone in for Theosophy?” 
asked Stiggins. “Oh, dear, no! Not me! 1'm still in the Bacon 
line,” responded Piggins. a 

= 


“GrT out of my way, Sis,” said little Johnny, “It ain't your 
way’ Juhuny,” said Sissy ; “it’s mine.” 
s¢ 
WHAT makes me absolutely dread 
The hour when I must go to ; 
Yo lie all night with aching head? 
‘Tis Xmas. 


What fills the house with bits of holly, 
And tells me that I should be jolly, 
When, ali the time, I’m melancholy ? 

*.* Tis Xmas. 


THERE's nothing like the deceitful affectation of affection which 
women show for one another. They say that the Indian beautirs 
firat took to wearing nose rings to prevent their friends biting off 
their nez retrousés, when they pretended they wanted to kiss them. 
“The man who made this remark,” said our Tootsie, “ deserves to 
be made to swallow a pint of hair-crimplers stewed in lip salve, 
and then be beaten to death with a dozen metal stay busks ; that’s 
what he wants.” *\* 


Visitor. And of course you love your little sister, Georgie, and 
always take her part? : 
Georgie. lf it’s anything I like, aud mother isn’t looking, I do. 
s¢ 


* 
THAT man was rather bad who borrowed a hairpin to pick one 
of the stars out of the sky because he took it for a blooming phos- 
phorescent winkle, oe 


s 
“Wat is a stockbroker, dada?” asked Jubilee. “A stock- 
broker—ahem '!—is n man who sells what he has not got toa man 
who has not the money to pay for it,” replied the Eminent. 


a 
Now in the parlour, meet the pair, 
When golden day is done ; : 
Two forms with but one cushioned chair, 
Two hearts that beat as one. 


* 

“On, my poor head!" exclaimed Mr. Booser ; “T shall swear off 
this evening for ever.” “Bosh!” said a candid friend; “you cant 
do it”. “Can't do it! What d'yer mean? Why, I've done it a 
dozen times.” ** 


At Sunday School. 
Tvacher. Now, my dear, repent your text. . . 
Scholar. And whosoever shall compel thee to go a mile, £0 with 


him by train. + 
“Your young gentleman is a sowing of his wild oats, ain't 
he?” said a groom, “{ dunno,” replied a second RFOOM ; | a 
o ae 


he's sowing plenty of five-pun’ otes, it that’s got anything 
with it.” 


“1 CAN'T understand, Maria,” remarked Mrs. Penhecker, “why 
you are so foolishly indulgent to your husband. The idea of allow- 
ing him to smoke in the sitting room and—" “You forget, dear, 
interrupted Maria: “it is my birthday next week.” 


2 
CLOTILDE loves the open cea 
(And sailors, whether saint or sinner) ; 
But grudges giving it her tea 
And remnants of a lovely dinner. 


s ry ” 

“T Don't care about wooden pipes; they burn away eo quickly, 

said Buffer. “Don't you find that the case?" ‘No Teplied 

Puffer; “on the contrary. The more I smoke my briar, the 
stronger it becomes.” ro 
s 


It was ata Soirée Musicale, and the omnateur fiend had nea 
formed an agonizing fantasia on the violin, and_the delig ee 
hostess rushed up to SLOPER'S own Musical Critic with the 
remark, “Oh, Mr. Binffboy ! wasn't that absolutely too overpower, 
ingly delightful? Don't yon admire Mr. Falsechord’s execution? — 
“ Admire it. madam !" thundered Bluffboy, who had been writhing 
in torture during the whole of the performance, and, whois nothing 
if not candid, “Admire his execution ! damme, madam, 1 shoul 


| like to be present ar it.” 
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Saturday, December 19, 1891.) 


—_—_ 


TOOTSIE WITH THE CRUSADERS. 


—_—~ 


«Gop sends food," says the proverb, “and the devil sends cooks.” 
With re<pect to dramatic critics, it is perhups a little doubtful 
who sends them. Now and again, 
the Proprietor of a journal, or the 
editorial party desirous of forming 
one among the Brilliant and 
| ectcamnene Audience saproent to 
necessary for a first night's show, 
may insist upon the occasion to be 
themselves brilliantly representa- 
tive, in which case they may, 
perhaps, alsu do their own critici- 
zing. Perhaps, again, in that case, 
they may find themselves not no- 
ticed very much, crowded out,as 
it were, at the refreshment bar and 
overlooked in the passages, and 
may dash off a few lines on their 
own account, which, if to the 
point, are, anyhow, calculated to 
queer the chances of free seats 
fur the journalistic manly male 
following and attendant skirts, 

I have in my small wey (for even 
u girl of eigh'e-n will observe) been 
struck by th: juvenility of the 
Critical Boy. 

The Critical Boy, however, is 
without reminiscence or compari- 
son, and his belief in the integrity 
of Long Stockinged Loveliness the 
extra special edition of any half- 

whny paper alive cannot shatter. 
le is, as a rule, a dear boy of a 
baslamby nature, who would like 
to praise everything and everybody 
all round if he didn't think it 
would innke him look too fresh ; so he, as a rule, waits till he tinds 
how somebody else speaks of a piece, and speaks himself some- 
what in the same way. He, after all, does no harm, but there's 
another sort of critic who does. 

This sort, the critic of some score of years’ experience, and with 
firmly tixed views on Art with a biz A—in reality, an extremely 
impracticable pzrson, but prone to advise and suggest, this sort of 
critic. Whilst raising the market value of criticism as far as his 
employers are concerned, has done not a little to lend tediousness 
to taings theatrical, and make the very dullest of dogs of what 
were once the merriest of mummers, — This sort, in itself 
thoroughly weil meaning, whilst utterly all wrong, nevertheless 
writes what Henry Arthur Jones calls literature; but if H. A. J. 
tries on any literary pranks, he's down on him like tons of 
cols for not fol- 
lowing in the cou- 
ventional tracks he 
himself has solong 
cried down, 

Henry Arthur is 
a Crusader aud a 
Lion-IHearted.. He 
wrote an  unconh- 
ventional play, and 
took a theatre and 
had fine sceues 
painted, and enga- 
ged an expensive 
company and made 
himself his own 
manager, and in- 
vited the Press to 
ress a criticism on 
1i3 proceedings. 
The Press, or a por- 
tion of it, were 
down on Henry 
Arthur that Mon- 
day, the 2nd of last 
month, and they 
were prophetic. 
They said H. A. 
would have to cut 
out characters aud 
alter situations, 
and even then they 
did not believe the 
thing would run, 
and here am J writing this a month later, after just coming from 
the theatre which appeared to be crowded in every part by an 
audience who could never have read what the critical crushers had 
said, or, if they had, didn't seem to care. 

The notion of this “new comedy of modern life" is very funny, 
and calculated to highly entertain the swells and swellesses who 
drop into the playhouse after dinner. The late Mr. Greenslade has 
madea big fortune by the manufacture of non-intoxicating, mildly 
popping beverages; and as it has occurred to him that London is 
avery wicked place (which, indeed, is the truth), he determines on 
leaving his siione to the laudable if laughable object of reform- 
ing all the bad ‘uns. 

‘A wild and weird young man, Young Don Quixote, from Peck- 
ham, goes heart and soul into the business, as do several other 
gentle lunatics and a jaunty lord—England’s Foreizn Secretary. 

: who, hitherto, 
has kept a stud 
of fine horses 
and a cellar of 
rare wine. The 
two big schemes 
with which the 
committee 
start, namely, 
that of sendin 
a shipload o 
loafers to estab- 
lish a colony at 
Costa Rica, and 
the sending of 
a thousand or 
so of over 
worked seam- 
stresses from 
the East-end to 

row roses nt 
Vim bledon, 
come to singu- 
/ : HIM lar sorrow, the 
of Sat loafers and rose- 
é -- growers playing 
the very deuce 
when left to 
themselves. 


Lord Burnham: Anrucn CECIL. 


Hh 


Cynthia Greenslade: 
MavcD MILLETT. 


Lena Dell: 
OLGA BRANDON. 


the committee 
people them- 
selves go all 
wrong, and 
things generally are amusingly mixed, and in the end the naughty 
heroine marries the hero and lives happy ever afterward. Arthur 
Cecil, Cyril, Maude, Henry Kembie, Maud Millett and Miss Olga 
Krandon all do well in their respective parts. Hurry up, dears, aud 
see the gallant Crusaders for yourselves. 


Mr. Palsam: 
CYRIL MAUDE, 


Burge Javle: 
HENRY KEMBLE. 


Meanwhile, | 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


LOVE AT FIRST SIGHT. 
THEY say there's no true love at first sight; 
Au exception, I say, proves the rule ; 
And this infant affection, if nursed right, 
Might have made me—well, not quite a fool. 


Hearts are joined in an instant forever, 
Death cannot the twin souls unbind ; 

Aud that one look, though transient, will never 
Pass wholly away from my mind. 


—_e——— 


THE HISTORY OF ENGLAND. 
By A. SLOPER, Esq., F.O.M. 
(Being further annotated, enlarged, and generally knocked about.) 
CHAPTER XXV. 
CHARLES I. 1625 TO 1619. 

CHARLEs I. was twenty-five years of age when he came to the 
throne. He might have done well on the throne; but_he suffered 
too much from a desire to raise coin. He said to the Commons— 

“Lam your king, and by divine right I'm entitled to all you've 
Nee from your grandmother's spectacles to the common or garden 

{nnover Jack, beloved by the skilful tosser, 1 am your king and 
will not run short.” 

But the Commons said— 

“We love you as our father, we worship your dignity ; but the oof 
bird shall not fly from Westminster against our will, In short, 
you'll have to go on short commons, for the Commons, in short, 
won't part, not so much as the price of a glass of port at Short’s.” 

Then the King shed tears and said— 

“My subjects are disgraceful rebels! What shall I do?” 

Said Hampden Sloper— 

“1 should takea drop of something short at Short’s or elsewhere.” 

Charles was x weak minded man, although he made a lovely por- 
trait, and Henry Irving represented him bully at the Lyceum, 

‘Yo raise the wind he ventured on levying ship money. Demand- 
ing money from the people to find him in vessels he pretended to 
send against his enemies. The famous Hampdeu stood up against 
this, along with his cousin, Hampden Sloper. 

“Not the price of a bally Battersea skiff do you get from me,” 
said Hampden Sloper, “nor yet of a butter boat you could get for 
fourpence froma New Cut Saturday night stall. t stand by the 
liberties of an Englishman—I drink the drinks that are stood to 
mme,aud | won't stand any tommy rot of the sort, go I can tell you.” 

The result of this was that Hampden Sloper was thrown into the 
Tower, where he eventually died froma broken heart because he 
could not go out to raisea bit on his waistcoat to stand halfa bottle 
on Christmas Day, They haven't erected Sloper's statue outside 
the House of Commons, but his memory is still revered at the 
simple hostelry which still bears the uame of his descendant near 
99, who is ready to take drinks and discuss history with anybody. 

But Charies I. had plenty of bad qualities besides being always 
on the oof lay. When the Commons turned round and pitched 
into him he deserted his pal Strafford and let him be beheaded. 
Kings and princes should stand by their pals, for Cumming events 
cast their shadows before. [This is copyright.—ED. 

We had a Civil War in the country, and lots of battles were 
fought. At the battle of Naseby, Charles snid to Col. Humphrey 
Sloper, “One charge more, and we recover the day!” 

Sloper said the time had gone by for this—the charges had been 
too much, and he would much prefer recovering the day by a 
county court writ. 

At length Charles fell before his enemies. 

He was tried for his life, and executed at Whitehall. They don't 
charge anything for letting you look at the middle window he 
walked out of on to the scaffold. If you want to know any more 
about Charles, go and ask for the officer in command at the Horse 
Guards, he may answer you, and he may kick you out. The too 
inquiring are warned that the Life Guarda’ boots have thick toes. 
Hard boiled music, soft-roed drum, play up, Charles is dead. 


———__——_——_ 


IT DESTROYED THE ILLUSION. 

WITH a childlike belief in the love of his wife 
Was the heart of my hero imbued ; 

He thought she was virtuous, modest and good, 
Although not exactly prude. 

But when he returned from a journey and found 
His house in a state of confusion 

And learnt that his spouse had eloped with a pal 
It somewhat destroyed the illusion. 


He prided himself on his skill with the gloves 
And fancied no man could resist 

(Be it Slaviu or Mitchell. or Jackson or Smith) 
The force of his terrible fist. 

But he Ly in a row with a messenger boy 
And received on each eye a coutusion, 

With a punch on the snout and a smack iu the jaw, 
That somewhat destroyed the illusion. 


He went on the stage, for he thought he could act, 
And he fully intended to show 
That he was the equal of Kendal and Hare, 
And Irving and Bancroft and Co. 
But the piece he appeared in, I'm sorry to say, 
In three minutes reached a conclusion, 
And as he with trouble escaped with his life, 
It somewhat destroyed the illusion. 


He once had a friend, whom he thought he could trust, 
Who gave him a number of i (od 
And told him the name of a penciller who 
Would lay him the odds "bout the “snips.” 
But when, by a chance, he discovered his pal 
And the bookie were both in collusion 
And divided the swag at the end of each week, 
It somewhat destroyed the illusion. 


For writing the name of a friend on a cheque 
My hero was taken to quod ; 
But he thought that his crime he would expiate quite 
If for six months the treadmill he trod. 
But when he discovered that he was condemned 
To twenty long years of seclusion 
In Her Majesty's gaols, | am bound to admit 
That it somewhat destroyed the illusion, 


——————_— 


HIS FAVOURITE MONTH. 
She was literally all soul: he appesred to be rather more 
materialistic. It was the first time they had met : but, then, people 
80 soon get to know each other at a small and early November night 
dance at a country house. And, after the performance of the some- 
what tiring “ Sir Roger de Coverley,” he strolled aimlessly with her, 
rather than directed her steps into the conservatory, where some two 
| or three couples of lovers already sat billing and cooing and 
imbibing the weakest’ of café noir and strongest of cognac, handed 
round by a servitor whose rustic clothing “ brought,’ as Clemmy 
Scott once said, “ the scent of the hayseed over the footlights.” 
“Isn't this your favourite month?” she said, gazing up with her 
reat brown eyes, full of love and sweetness—aud belladonna, into 


ia. 

“ Well—er—no,” he replied, “I think I'm fonder of June than 
anv other month in the year.” 

“ Ay, June !” she answered, eqneezing his fat hand emotionally : 
“June, fair June! with its roses and its song-birds and its 
fragrance laden zephyrs. June has some sweet sentiment for you 
—some tender reminiscence—you love June becnuse—because——” 

“Cause it’s the best month to wean calves,” he assented, most 
cheerfully ; “an’, ye see, that’s our business, a-breedin’ short ‘orn 
Alderneys.” 

‘A solemn silence, which lasted over five minutes, followed; 
} then the maiden wandered back to the ballroom, 


es 
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MAJOR MARKHAM’S HAMPER. 


—_—_— 


CHAPTER I. 

PRIVATE THOMAS had rather a bad name with the feminine 
population of Tolchester, Perhaps it was on this, account that, 
when he courted ; 
and married the 
barmaid at the 
“Wig and Bris- 
tle,” he courted 
and married her —— 
under the name 
of Markham. 

Although Pri- 
vate Thomas 
had a particular .*j ~ 
reason” for: 
changing his 
name, he had 
no particular 
reason for fixing 
on the one of 
Markham, It 
happened to be 
running in his 
head at the time 
he didn’t want 
to be Thomas, 
that wasall. If 
he had thought 
a bit, he might, 
seeing that 
Markham was 
the name of his 
major, have re- 
christened him- 
self differently ; 
but he didn't . . 
thiuk, thoughtlessness being a prominent ingredient inthe compo- 
sitionof his nature. A year after his marriage with Kitty, of the 
“Wig and Bristle,” he went out fora little walk and forget to 
return. 

He had ba his marriage a secret at the barracks, because, 8o he 
told Kitty, the boys would have made fun of him if he had told 
them of it, Poor Kitty! 


CHAPTER IT. 

Magor and Mrs. Thomas Markham were seated at luncheon at 
their house on the borders of Tolchester. 

“T've never once been to the barracks since you were quartered 
at Tolchester,” remarked Mrs, Markham, helping herself, in a 
moment of ab- 
sent- mindedness, 
to the best part 
of a roast fuwl, 
and = moistening 
the flesh of that 
domestic bird 
with the entire 
contents of the 
gravy-tureen, 

“Why not come 
to-day, then?" 
answered the 
major, with not 
too ostentatious 
an exhibition of 
eagerness in his 
tone. 

Mrs, Markham 
accepted the in- 
vitaion with 
alacrity, and, in 
another two 
hours, the major 
and his wife were 
descending from 
a dog-cart drawn 
up within the 
barrack gates in 
Tolchester city. 

On his way to 
: . his quarters, the 
major met his|man, Buckles, ‘and asked him if there were any 
letters. “There's a ‘amper, sir,” said Buckles, saluting. 

“A hamper?” thoughtfully and interrogatively echoed the 
major, as he led the way to his rooms, followed by his wife. 

“What !—a baby!" shricked Mrs. Markham, as the lid of the 
hamper fell back and disclosed an article of that name and nature. 

A baby it was, addressed to“ Markham "ina woman's handwriting. 

“But it’s not for me; there's no Major prefixed to my name; 
there's simply ‘ Markham !’” expostulated the bewildered husband. 

But Mrs. Markham was not to be comforted by this, Christening 
the major with all the nastiest names propriety would allow her to 
pronounce, she told him she vever wished to see him in. Then 
she bounced out of the barracks, and dog-carted herself off to her 
mother, who lived at the other side of the town. Poor major! 


Courted a barmaid, 


“A baby!” 


CHAPTER III. 

“ Any news?” inquired Mra. Markham of her mother, when the 
two had exchanged greetings. 

(Mrs, Markham had no intention of pede leaving her husband, 
and had only made this journey to her mot: er’s house for the pur- 
pose of fright- 
ening him and 
bringing him to 
his knees.) 

“Nothing of 
much conse- 
quence,’’ 
answered her 
mother. “ Had 
a little bother 
with my new 
maid, Dis- 
covered she was 
married—de- 
serted about a 
year ago by her 
husband, a pri- 
vate in Thomas’ 
regiment —and, 
oddly enough, 
named Mark- 
ham. IL advised 
her to put her 
little baby in a 
hamper and ad- 
dress it to her 
husband in bar- 
racks, thinking 
the sight of it 
might soften his 
heart and in- 
duce him to re- 
turn to his wife. 
She did this this : % 
morning, I think. 1 don't know what effect it may have had vet. 

Bat Mrs. Markham knew! Major Markham can’t bear the sight 
of a hamper, and, when one comes, lets his wife open it. 
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tAAGNETISM. a 
Comitry last, Unele John’s coming down next week (on a visit ; he 
| isa yvreat City moesnate, you know, 


miserable pun made by iny betrothed, 
He glared at me in disiust, and Elev 
London dass, Oh, What fun! We'll get the billiard cue, amd all try | never seen him since” —Letract prom 


Tiyer (sotto voce). It ain't very lively behind here, Now, 


ese 80 jolly + Why, Mrs. B. loses if the dear girl would ask mwne to take a seat by her side, see 


hea tint ‘ow nice and affable we could be. | Al push him over, Letter of Young Lady. ; 
Perel ee Rani EE a Ry = : = = ee =~ ——— — eee ae ee, = i] 
yt Miss Sloper will he delighted to receive photographs from those Vv WED BY A SLOPER —MEYER LUTZ { 
o ef . . . 
of her Jriends whose portraits have nut yet been inserted. DO; STI NG U ISH E D PEOPLE | NTE R | E E { 
. : ou 
: ye fo < fel, 
TOOTSIE’S FRIENDS. ,< : i j Wo +. S ~N ais 
| . ty 
1 \, c 
| ui 
| it] ee 
: = 8) 
; or Ce 
a 
| 
i 
“6 
| \ 
' ; ae 
' a ws 
~ 3 
Pa | J 
ili Il A Q, 
yrettye { 
Hh tye | 4 
ss - 
| 
| resent the interruption of the rehearsal which they wanted, not unnaturally, perhaps. eres 
1 i occasion only), The fiddles, drums and flutes, The elarionets and hantboys, too; and, to get through as quickly as possible. This, therefore, being, as aforesaid, thus, le 
LO also, sweet limb'd show ‘boys, too? Why, good old Meyer Lutz!" threw himself back in his stall, and fixed his attention to what was going on on the ; 
=< aml sang, as if inspired, the Eminent, from the stalls of the Gaiety, the other stage. Now, what with the sweet voices thereon, and the sweet music thereogf, hw indt 
morning, in the middle of a rehearsal of Cinder Lilea, saw, ina kind of day dream, the master raised from his seat and lightly borne aloft 
Lsiwardes, in the arms of Gaiety-reared maidens, clad in diaphanous and other robes—more or 
No. 213.— Miss Mc i done so had not his, and everybody else's, kind hearted Nel less-—while the air grew heavy with the odour of perfumed make up. With an . _ 
No. 213.—Miss ADA McLee. with tears in her dear feves, to letye the poor oll man aloneand he would simmer effort, A. SLovER roused himself. “Ah!” sighed he, as he struck a Bryant and May 
“Tfalf madam I with jealousy and love." — The Dovk Snook. down, This being thus, A. SLOPER was not slow in perceiving the impracticability and lit a full flavoured twopenny smoke, which was promptly removed by the 
“| swear allegiance to the dainty maid.* —Lord Bob. of interviewing Meyer Lutz there and then, before the whole company, as was his fireman, “ Ah!" he sighed, “if I were not Alexander I would be Meyer Lutz! and 
“Oh, for the words to aptly paint Ler beauty."— The Hon, Billy. original intention.” He at once saw that they— the male portion, at anyrate—would fell sighing to euch an extent that the attendant, thinking him drunk, chucked him. 
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THE ELDER REBUKES THE LAIRD. \ 
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GQ)» The Laud Los ‘em agaia, (2) The Browside orduance, loaded with a Laggis, is ruu out Ly the dear Elder, (3). Who remarked, “ That's abgot pasted up that old fy, Tammie, me laddie.” 
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by Press and Public, to be the greatest show on earth. 
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Tlere you are, Ladies and Gentlemen, here’s your weekly treat for you again, One atatime, | nother Magnet here behole 


please, Take it ealmly—no pushing, and you'll ail have a peep, in your turn, at what is admitied, | This royal champion of the 
Forward :—Johkn Bull, of Mr. Goschon's | hlew:— First mobbed, then cheered, it's very strange How soon the public mind will change. 


wheme, Thinks very Little, it would seem:—The Influenza 


/ 
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PUZZLE. | 
Pind the missionary (perhaps the tiver knows something of his | 
whereabouts). | 


THE LAST LOOK. 
“T wonder Low many conquests I shall make to-night! 
Ah, me!” | 


Jigland’s shore :—That he'd a fare, he seemed to think, When muddled by “a drop e drink”;— ) hat. Pm off toa séanee 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Pulelic- Opinion - 


1; She's far the clererer, I'm told :—The courtly Czar could scarce refuse 
Jews :-—A bomb a murderous scoundrel threw, And many men to atoms 


tend, once more, Intends to visit Have you seen the Little Sloper Magnet? No; well, her feats knock Miss Abbott's into a cocked 
; > 


A STEP-FATHER. 


She. No, T can never be your wife. I will be your— 
He (interrupting), Sister! Never! 
She. I was going to say daughter. My mother would only be too delighted to marry you. 
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at Mildew Court now. Au reroir—THE SLOPERIAN 


A temperance lecturer making bawled 


SHOWMAN. 


statements. 


A FAR‘ THING YET A “NEAR” ONE 


Post Office Hourt. Su sorry, but T haven't a 

Hon, Softie (after using official 
Tha-a-nks awf'ly > but please don’t trouble. 
next time I'un passing. 
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farthing in the till, 


pen, ink and blotting). 


I'll luck in again 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—_—_—_— 


STILL THEY COME. 

THE vast amount of correspondence we continue to receive on 
the subject of the “CHRistaas HoLtpays,” which has been the 
most gigantic success of mo- 
dern times, is as startling as it 
is gratifying. Every crowned 
head in Europe has paid tri- 
bute to the beauty of the pub- 
lication, and such being the 
fact, it is nut to be wondered 
at that SLOPER has been a 
little put out at the receipt of 
nwire from Prince Henry of 
Battenberg to the effect that 
“*A LLY SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS 
Houipays’ is no better than 
a stale German sausage.” This 
comes of pampering up a 
foreign princeling, and, as the 
huskaud, of one of our own 
princesses, giving him hearty 
recognition whenever he 
deigns to appear in public. 
A, SLOPER has _ heretofore 
looked upon the prince witha 
feeling of friendship if not of 
respect, but on this occasion 
~— he has been touched on a very 
7_- tender point, and such ingrati- 
~~ tude cannot be overlooked. To 
y7--— be snapped at by aman like 
= Batty 1s more than human 
nature can stand, so the Emi- 
nent, figuratively, takes His 
Royal Highness by the nose and, while vigorously tweaking it, 
emphatically ejaculates the words, “Pooh! bah!” and “ Bosh !"’ 

* 


* 
THE members of the Queen’s Park Band, and a large corps of 
frievds met at the “William the Fourth,” Kensal Green, on 
Saturday night to honour the Eminent. In the middle of the 
concert, Prof. J. A. Simmons, F.0.S., was presented with the 
# ed Award of Merit” by a Star man, who, in the absence of 
the Horoscoper, was unanimously chosen to do the amiable. This 
he tried to do, and was getting on fairly well until the audience 
grew impatient, and suddenly rose. Then up went 150 glasses 
charged with Host Warficld’s best “Unsweetened,” and the 
Astronomer was loudly tonsted! “Success to the Christmas 
Number of the ‘HatF-HoLipay’” was also drunk, with musical 
honours, This was too much for A. SLOPER'S modest deputy, who 
blushed a maiden blush, and rejoiced within himself when the 
ceremony was over, 2 ae 
* 


THAT the announcement of the betrothal of the Duke of 
Chirence to the eldest daughter of the Duke of Teck will meet with 
the general approbation of 
the British public goes without 
saying, fur the young lady in 
question, by her modest demea- 
nour, charming manner and 
kindliness of diapoattice: has 
already become endeared to the 
nation, The bombastic style 
with which the engagement was 
announced in the public press 
was highly interesting, and the 
columns of gush wound out fur 
the occasion must have afforded 
delightful reading to the per- 
sons mostly interested. In one 
paper, we were gravely in- 

ormed that the eugagement 
came upon Albert Victor's 
relatives in the light of a sur- 
»rise. What babble! And how 
Rovalty must have laughed in 
their sleeve at the publishing of 
such utter and unmitigated 
bosh. Perhaps the writer in 
question will be surprised to 
learn that the betrothal, far 
from coming in the light of a 
surprise, has been on the tapis 
for twelve months past, and the 
young lady's visit to Balmoral 
some months ago not en- 
tirely unconnected with the an- 
nouncement of the engagement, 


s 

Ir seems hardly possible, certainly, but Tom Smith's crackers 
are this year better than ever, and totally eclipse, both in quality 
and novelty of design, the productions of all other rival makers. 
Twenty thousand little hearts will rejoice that this .is so, for Tom 
Smith has generously contributed that number of crackers to the 
“ Truth Toy Fund,” all of which are distributed to the r chil- 
dren of the London hospitals and workhouses through this excel- 
Jent medium. sa Sa 

* 

ON the evening of last Wednesday week the Westminster Orches- 
tral Society gave, at the Town Hall, Westminster, one of their ex- 
cellent entertainments toa crowded house. The success met with 
by this society during the last two or three years is as wonderful as 
it is deserved, and one and all will join in wishing them a continu- 
ance of that patronage which has been theirs in the past. 


s 

QUITE the funniest thing about Mr. Campbell Rae Brown's little 
travesty of Mr. H. A, Jones’ play, Zhe Dancing Girl, is the title. 
. pa It is called The 
v Vad Praneing Girl, 
| \ ie and there the fun 
: begins and, un- 
i fortunately, 
ends. Mr, Arthur 
> Playfair is, as 
most of us are 
aware, an admir- 
able mimic, but 
he is decidedly 
not at his best 
when attempting 
to burlesque 
f . Mr. Tree, whilst 
| Mr. Harry Parker 
reminded us_ of 
anybody but Mr. 
Fred Terry. Miss 
Ellis effrers, 
however, al- 
though gifted 
with very little 
power of mimi- 
cry, acts intelli- 
gently and dances 
admirably, Afiss 
Decima, which 
follows, has met 
with a warm wel- 
come in its new 
home, and it will, probably, be a long while before it ix found 

aecessary to remove it from the bill of the I’rince of Wales’. 


hearty welcome to the otiauated Jam- 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THERE wasa sound of revelry by night on the 4th,and England's 
beauty, to say nothing whatever about her chivalry, had gathered 
at the Oxford Music Hall to accord aright 


borecist and troape, who had graciously 
iutimated their intention of occuping a 
box, placed at their disposal by the popu- 
lar and energetic mauager, Mr. Brighten. 
The entertainment was, as is usual at this 
hall, of the most capital character—plenty 
of good comic singing and enough short 
skirted loveliness to satisfy the somewhat 
blasé tastes of the Eminent. Muay the 
Oxford endure for all time ! 


s 

Lapy RUSsELL's attempt to obtain a 
separation from her husband by legal 
means ended, us most ‘people thought it 
would, in failure. That she had been iil 
advised in bringing the case into open 
court at all there is no gainsaying, as it 
only served to show her up asa spuiled 
darling of society, with an unmanageable 
temper and a spiteful tongue, both of 
which, it is to be hoped, she will be able 
to control before she is many years older. 
The case, on her side, was throughout \ 
bolstered up by malicious insinuatiuns, | 
and it is to be hoped that her lndyship is 
now heartily ashamed of the conduct 
which has brought down upon her not) 
only an adverse verdict, but the derision of a justice loving public. 


* 

THE Moth Eaten Littérateur has this day been prevailed upon 
to grant the “Award of Merit” to EDWIN J. BRETT, because he's 
the Boys’ Romaneist. “ Veyther,’ squeaked the Blue Eyed Penny 
Awful,” Edwin deserves well of the boys of England, don’t 'v?” 
‘And the Eminent concurred, and wondered whether it were better 
to make Alexandry a publisher ora financial journalist. 

. 


= 

AT the new Olympic Theatre, Mr. W, G. Wills” historical drama, 
A Royal Divorce, is still the biggest success in London. To meet 
the growing demand for seats, an extra matinée is now being given 
on Saturday, in addition to those ou Monday and Wednesday. 

« 

TuiIs is certainly the age of realism, and anyone who cares to pay 
a visit to St. Stephen's Hall, which, for the benefit of the unin- 
formed, we may \ 
as well state ad- 
joins the West- 
minster Aquarium, 
can, provided he 
properly satisfies 
the demands of 
the toll keeper, 
disport himself 
upon steel skates 
and a sheet of imi- 
tation ice to his 
heart's content. It 
is not exactly like 
the real thing, but 
it’s certainly about 
the nearest ap- 
prouch to it pos- 
sible. + * 


Is it not nearly 
time that such in- 
stitutions as spin- 
ning houses at our 
University towns 
were numbered 
with the past? 
Under the cloak 
of justice in these establishments, grave injustice is being done 
toa section of the community, both weak snd powerless, so it is 
time the legal authorities stepped in and righted matters. 

* 


+ 
As our readers will see, upon reference to fhe next page, the 
Eminent’s appeal for subscriptions upon behalf of the poor weak 
and ailing ones of this great city is meeting with that liberal 
response which the Old Man confidently expected. Christmas, the 
season of charity and goodwill, is not far off now,and ALLY wishes 
his readers every happiness; at the same time he would suggest 
that the festivities of the season will derive an additional relish if 
seasoned with the knowledge of having done one’s best to alleviate 
the sufferings of others and brighten the homes of less fortunate 
fellow beings. a 
s 


THE hospitality of the Eminent is well known, and, ns Christmas- 
time approaches, Mildew Court is open house for all who like to 
call. The preparations in the culinary department are prodigious, 
and Mrs. Sloper is usually busy the greater part of the morning 
preparing little luxuries for the refection of the guests. In the 
manufacture of all kinds of pastry, she finds a preparation com- 
monly known as Borwick's Baking Powder simply invaluable. “1 
ailus use it,” said Mrs. S, the other day to ALLY, “‘cos | know it’s 
unadulterated and entirely free from halum.” 


aa 

WHAT are we coming to? During the trial of the Florence St. 
John Divorce Suit, an evening contemporary, in describing the pro- 
ceedings in Mr, Justice Jeune's : 
pretty little theatre, remarked 
“The petitioner waa attired 
in a natty hat of black straw, 
trimmed with ostrich feathers, 
whilst M. Marius wore a 
bunch of Neapolitan violets.” 
Dear, dear! if we go on at 
this alarming rate, the return 
to the simplicity of attire 
adopted by Adam and Eve 
will be accomplished in no 
time. ons 

* 


WHILST upon this subject, 
it may perhaps be as well to 
correct the erroneous impres- 
sion doubtless formed by the 
readers of those journals, 
wherein Florence's friend 
Arthur Cohen was described as a jour- 
nalist instead of a financial journalist. 
It makes a lot of difference, you know. 
The common or garden journalist can't 
afford the expensive acquaintance of 
celebrated burlesque actresses, whilst 
the giving away of diamond bangles 
and gold purses, studded with brilliants, 
is altogether beyond him. It is only the 
man who is connected with a paper 
established for the purpose of showing 
ae he how to mnake money, in @ par- 
ticularly easy and rapid fashion, who can afford these little luxuries. 


= 
THE latest rumour in theatrical circles is to the effect that 
Arthur Cohen has been hard at work recently concocting—for 
M. Marius and Miss Florence St. John—a burlesque, in two acts, 
the title for which will be Unmari-us. The scenes are laid in 
Monte Carlo and London. 


(Saturday, December 19, 1891. 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs, 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEE ENDING DECEMBER 26TR, 1891, 
———— 


20th December, 1608.—The christening of the author of 
Paradise Lost is thus recorded in the register of All Hallows, s:jl! 
extant :—“The XXth daye of December, 1608, was baptized John 
the sonne of Join Milton, Scrivener.” Aubrey says,“When he 
went to schoole, when he was very young he studied very hard 
and sate up very late, commonly till twelve or one o'clock at night’ 
and his father ordered the mayde to sitt up for him.” i 


ci ia rh ae A oe 
2lst December, 1875.—Henry Wainwright was this day 
hanged at Newgate for the murder of Harriet Lane, In addition 
to the reporters, a large number of other persons were admitted by 
orders from the Sheriffs—a much larger number than at any execu- 
tion since public eee sind were abolished. A woman was amon 
then, it is said, disguised as a man. : 8 


22nd December, 1828.—A journal of this date snys—" That 
maletactors used to be interred at Tyburn in former days is now 
proved. When the workmen were employed in laying pipes con. 
nected with the Grand Junction Waterworks, just behind the 
turnpike-house, they dug up the skeleton of a man of enormous 
height, at least seven feet, for the thigh bone was considerably 
longer than that of one of the men, who was six feet in height 
On being exposed to the air, the skeleton soon crumbled to pieces, 
with the exception of the upper and lower jaws, the teeth in which 
are in a sound state of preservation. This curious specimen of 
mortality, which must have been underground for about 200 years 
passed into the possession of Mr. T. Bolton, Old Burlington 
Street,” 


a a ee 

23rd December, 1805.—This night at Covent Garden, at 
the commeucement ot the fourth act of rbarossa, Murray, au 
actor, came abruptly forward and thus addressed the public :— 
“Ladies and gentlemen, | am directed to inform you that Mr, 
Hargrave, in consequence of the disapprobation expressed by part 
of the audience (he was playing Barbarossa, and had been hissed 
by a few persous) has suddenly withdrawn himself from the 
theatre and cannot be found, It is therefore hoped that you will 
pare the goodness to allow Mr. Chapman to read the remainder of 
the part.” 


24th December, 1723.—Mrs. Centlivre, the authoress of 
A Bold geet Ae Wife und many other successful comedies, 
who died this day, started from Lincolnshire on foot to seek her 
fortune in London when little more than twelve years of age, and, 
according to Whincop, met on the way Anthony Hammond, then 
at Cambridge University, who fell in love with her, and “equiping 
her in boy’s clothes, introduced her to his intimates at college as a 
relation who had come to see the university and pass some time 
with him there, which she did for some months, till, afraid the 
affair would be discovered, he pee her to go to London, pro- 
viding her with a considerable sum of money.’ She was three 
times married, the first time at the age of sixteen, her last husband 
being Mr. Joseph Centlivre, Yeomau of the Mouth, or chief cook 
to Queen Anue. 


Fe 
26th December, 1829.—Moore, under this date, writes :— 
“Lockhart mentioned Chautrey’s description of « morning in the 
King’s \Geores {V.'s) bedchamber at the Cottage. His (Geurge IV.'s 
tailor, Wyatville, Chantrey aud somebody else in attendance, au 
the King in bed in a dirty flannel waistcoat and cotton nightcap. 
A servant announces that the Duke of Wellington is arrived, aad 
waits an audience in the adjoining room, His Majesty geis up, 
puts on a fine silk douillette and velvet cap, and goes to the duke, 
and, after the conference is ended, returns, puts on the dirty flaunel 
waistcoat and cotton nightcap and goes to again, Generally 
walks about in his room all the morning in bare legs.” 


26th December, 1732.—Under this date, Wade chronicles 
the death of William Leland, vent, of Lisnaskea, in Ireland, aged 
139 years, and almost as remarkable for his stature as his age, being 
very tall and big boned. 


TOO BAD. 
Gaiters for wear during the muddy weather have become very popular among 
ies.—Fushion Paper.) 
I saw her at the crossing, 
The while she Gnpered thee. 
The gentle zephyrs of the west 
Blew softly through her hair. 


I felt instinctively she meant 
To cross the muddy street, 

And waited there gpa to catch 
A glimpse of ankles neat, 


I pictured to myself a sight 
Of dainty silken stocking, 
Enhanced, I hoped, by pretty shocs 
And gold or silver clocking. 


Alas! ‘tis expectation oft 
To disappointment caters, 

She raised her skirts, and thus revealed 
A dirty pair of gaiters ! 


PHILANTHROPY FIN DE SIECLE. 


“SLOPER, my boy,” said the oratorical philosopher, taking the 
real Grand Old Man by the buttonhole, just as he watered his 
“half-go” of “Unsweetened” at the bar of the “ Cheshire Cheese; 
“ SLOPER, what can be baser than an act of meanness? What can 
be more despicable, more aretchouly grovelling? | often wonder— 
you know, dear old fossil, that 7 am no curmudgeon !—what a 
mean man dreams of when he goes to bed, perhaps to sleep? He 
blows out his dip—or extinguishes it by throwing his boot at it, a3 
the case may be—the darkness closes in upon him and he is alone. 
He is compelled to be honest with himself, and not a bright 
thought, not a generous impulse, not a manly act, pot a word of 
blessing, not a grateful look comes to bless him again; not 9 
penny dropped into the outstretched palm of BOrsty, not a half- 
penny expectorated upon “for luck "—(I believe that isa common, 
albeit a vulgar Pemetion nor the value of a loving word dropped 
into an aching heart; no sunbeam of encouragement cast upon ® 
struggling life—the prone right hand of fellowship reached out to 
help some fellow man to his feet : when none of these things come 
to him as the benison of the departing, declining day, how he must 
hate himself?” 

“T should think so, indeed !"’ assented A, SLOPER. 

“ How he must try to roll away from himself and sleep on the 
other side of hia miserable bed; when the only victory he can 
think of is some mean triumph in which he has wronged of 
“bested a neighbour. No wonder he always sneers when he tries 
to smile; how pure and fairand good all the reat of the world must 
look to him—how cheerful the lanes is 

* Shoe Lane, for instance?” interrupted ALLY. 

“ Ay, Shoe Lane,” assented the orator, “and how cheerless and 
dusty and dreary must his own path appear? Why, even one lone, 
isolated act of meanness is enough to scatter crumbs and choppe 
horsehair in the bed of the average ordinary man, and what must 
be the feelings of a man whose whole life is given up to mean acts! 
When there is so much suffering and heartache and misery 1n the 
world why should you add one ounce of wickedness or sndness to 
the general burden? Bah! Never doa mean act : suffer injustice 

Well—by-by 5” aud 


a thousand times rather than commit it once. 
he walked out. 
“What a splendid disposition!” exclaimed SLopERr, half aloud. 
“T say, miss, what have you done with my gin and water?’ A 
“TJ, sir! nothing. Was that yeurs? Why, that gentleman that’s 
just gone out drank it whilst he was a-talkin’ to yer!” 
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NOTE-A BENE! 


ais 

oe Ta pn aes TuHIs new fad of Mr. Gos- 

a No thanks ! How 2 chen’s is the rummiest of 
a 1h JS he notions, 

SE dates i Which has upset some 


emotions in the Oof- 
dove's cote ; 

That ‘cute card (good “ biz” 
to wish vou) has of late 
proposed to issue 

(On the regulation “tis- 
sue") a new One-pound 
Note! 


But some, in much dejection, 
scorn the notion on in- 
spection— 

For they fancy much in- 
fection will these notes 
promote ; 

They opine, in manner can- 
did, that by being so 
well handed, 

Disease around is bandied 
by the One-pound 
Note! 

Our cheerful friend the 
Lancet bids its readers 
not to chance it, 

Lest some microbe comes, in transit, from some spot remote ; 

But while some regard such “ flimsies” with their prejudicial 
“ whimses,” 

SLOPER aingeth grateful “ hymnses" for each kind of note. 


Ne 


THE “BEAK” OF THE LAW. 
Constable, Move on ‘ere, or I'll ‘ave to run some of you in. 
Victim, But, constable, surely all men are equal before the law? 
Constable, | don’t know anything "bout that— 
Victim eee: voce). L don't believe you do. 
Constable. but you'll tind they ain’t eq‘al before the beak. 


pea es aaepecled 5 
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A TERRIBLE JOURNEY. 

Lama timid, trusting little thing. 1 seldom go ont unless accom- 
pinied by my dear mamma, and it was therefore with no small 
amount of trepidation that | opatenp ae the journey, which IL 
was compelled to make alone, from Little Slowstow to London, 
at the conclusion of a delightful visit to dear Aunt Lavinia, After 
taking an affectionate farewell of Auntie, I settled down beside her 
aed servitor, Reuben, in the little pony chaise, and reepared toenjoy 
the fifteen miledrive tothe nearest railway station. But whether it 
was that we drove unusually slowly or misjudged the time, | am 
unable to determine ; but when wo arrived at the station the train 
was already steaming in. Hastily taking my ticket, Reuben hurried 
me on to the platform, and opening, alter some difficulty, the door 
of a carriage whilst the 
triin was already on the 
move, pushed mein, Pant- 
ing, | sank upon the seat. 
and, looking roand the 
compartment, discovered 
to my jor, that it contained 
no other occupant. The 
thrill of relief which I ex- 
perienced, however, was 
quickly changed to one of 
horror, for sud ven!y,as the 
train entered 2 long tunnel, 
the sound of a aneeze came 
from beneath the seat, 
whilat by the feeble light L 
diatinetly saw the thick, 
heavy boots of a man peep- 
ing from ander it. Oh, 
heavens! the agony of that 
moment! Transfixed with 
fear [| crouched in) my 
corner, the cold sweat of 
fear damping my forehead, 
my tongue cleaving to the roof of my mouth preventing me from 
uttering so much as a Aingle scream. Every moment | expected 
the ruffian would epring from his concealment and strike me bleed- 
ing to the floor; dark tales of the doings of escaped madmen 
flashed across my brain, and I pictured_to myself the horrible 
headings, such as“ Shocking Murder of a Young Lady on the Great 
Western!” “Horrible Murder and Mutilation of a Girlina Rail- 
wav Carriage!” which would appear upon the bills of the papers. 

The tunnel seemed interminable, and I believe I must have 
fainted for a brief space, when suddenly, with a wild shriek, the 
engine emerged from the Cimmerian blackness into the blessed 
light of day. The spell was broken ; with one long agonized wail 
of terror | aprang to the door, intent on saving myself at all coats 
from the ruffian’s violence, But the sound of his voice prevented me. 

“For heaven's sake, my dear young lady,” he gaid, “don't do 
anything rash. I'm afraid I've rather fri htened you, but I'm 
really quite harmless. I'm due to play for the ‘ Roving Ostriches* 
at the next station to this, and, time being short, I was changing 
into my football attire when your entry necessitated my abrupt 
disappearance. If you will kindly change at the next station I can 
complete my toilet ; but—er—kindly excuse me not opening the door 
for you,as—well—er—1'm not exactly in full dress, don't you know.” 


_—_—a——— 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 

No, 25,—MAy ALLINGFORD. 
THOUGH Christmastide comes nigh, 
1 won't admit—not I !— 
That it’s the time o’ year 
For winter storins severe. 
Before me as | write, ; 
‘There stands a winsome sprite 
Whose smile of joy and mirth 
Appears to fill the earth 
With sunlight rich and gay. 
How, therefore, dare I say 
That it's December drear 
When Merry May is here? 


Before the ingle bright 

Let other men delight 

To toast their frozen toes. 

Let other men inclose 

Their limbs in ulsters great 
When forth they ambuiate. 
Yet, as for me, no fire, 

No ulster I require, 

Since Allingford the fair— 

The bright, the debonair— 

aye warms my heart and frame 
With love's delicious flame. 

No, friends, I can’t admit, 
Though Yule draws nigh, that it 
Is winter cold and drear 

While Merry May is here! 


——_————_ 


IT WAS THERE. 
“You mustn't make that noise 
when von are drinking, Johnny,” said a fond mamma, “Medidn't 
me jt, mamma,” returned Johnny ; “me found it in my tea.” 


ALLY CLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY: 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


——— 
7 Bow STREET, LONDON, W.C., December 1st, 1891. 
DEAR ALLY SLOPER,—I am exceedingly obliged to you for 
having conferred upon me your much coveted “ Award of Merit,” 
carrying with it the right of inscribing myself, henceforth and for 
all time, F.O.S. (evidenced by the richly emblazoned Certiticate I 
have to-day received from you), in recognition of the services I 
have had the pleasure of rendering you, in the conduct of your 
prosecution of the man, Thomas Moreton Scott Jones, for the inge- 
nious fraudulent attempt, on his part, to obtain from yon the £150 
so generously offered by you to the purchasers of your amusing 
ag mang asa Railway Accident Insurance. The Certificate has 
n hung in a conspicuous position in my office, and is receiving 
the protracted and admiring yazes of a jealous but orderly crowd. 
Yours faithfully, JOSEPH CRAWSHAW. 


SLOPER’'S VAGARIES. 
No. 92.—He Sexps OuT Two oR THREE CHRISTMAS CARDS. 


A PRUDENT man, a thrifty man, a wight who wastes no brass, 

Ia the relic known us Slenderlegggs : and thus it came to pass 
That when he got from loving friends, at Christmas time last year, 
Two hundred thousand Xmas cards, he said, “ My dear, look here, 
We'll hoard this heap of rubbish up, and when old Tempus brings 
Old Christmas into sight again, I'll send the blarming things 

To friends anear and foes afar: and thus (to quote the pote's 
High language) I shall save a few of Goschens one pound notes!” 


A week or two ere Yule arrived—tho Yule of Ninety-one— 
Into his garret went the bold Descendant of A Gun, 
And there from kes of rubbish (which nor auctioneers nor bards 
Could e’er describe) unearthed the box which held those Xmas cards, 
Now, ALLY's Yuletide cards each year are heaved at friends and foes 
Seven days or more ere Yule is here: for the Wily Serpent knows 
That, 'twixt December Twenty-first and the First of Januaree, 
He'll be all the while as blindly drunk as blindly drunk can be! 
So two hundred thousand envelopes addressed he spry and slick, 
Then wired the Ferzuasonian firm for ninety mail carts quick. 
And, from Eddystone to Berwick Bound, there rose a deafening 
shout: fine out!" 
“Two hundred thousand Christmas cards have from Mildew Court 


That day the Broomstick’s bride was out to buy a summer cloak, 
But, at ten o'clock the following morn, loud laughed the Dilmewed 
Bloke, (with calm content, 
When she said, “You'd better post your cards !** And he cried, 
“They're gone, my love!" “'Tis false, you fool!" “They've 
went, my pet—they ve went!” [yanked the Wreck 
“Thou fibbest, knave!" the beldame yelled: and straight she 


Into the garret by the nape of his distinguished neck. (plain 
And there she showed the Tottering Hulk, distinct and clear anc 
Two hundred thousand Christmas cards ina beerless beer-cask lain! 
age eee ze pow! when the Tottering Hulk his thinking cap had 
onned, 
The memory flashed across his soul of another darned dodgoned 
Occasion, when a mass of daubs, received from far and near, 
Had, like the Christmas cards, been kept to be used another year. 
Then, with a thud, the Tottering Hulk fell writhing on the tloor, 
Andall the clocks for miles around were stopped by SLOPER's roar. 
When SLOPER twigged that he'd sent out, to sweethearte, foes and 


pards, 
Two hundred thousand VALENTINES by way of Christmas cards ! 


TWwoOPENCE. 
Post-free, Threepcnco. 


NoW REA 


DY. 
ALLY SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 
100 


ORIGINAL PICTURES NEVER BEFORE PUBLISHED, 
AND A CHARMING DANCE, 


THE “FRIV.” GAVOTTE, 


Specially written for this Number by EDWARD SOLOMON, com poser 


of “ The Nautch Girl,” ete., ete. 
- te ve oe 

Amongst many other attractions will be found 
A Curntoon, BY W, F. Thomas, 


A CHRISTMAS GHOST, 


A LARGE DRAWING, BY aL Lepiow, 


BOXING NIGHT AT THE “FRIV.,” 


AND A DOUBLE PAGE PLATE, BY W. F. Tomas, 


SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS PARTY. 


TWENTY PAGES of ORIGINAL PICTURES, READING and MUSIC 
nerer before published, 
Two PENCE. 


“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET Street, E.C. 


ALLY SLOPER’S 


CHRISTMAS APPHAL 
FOR THE DESTITUTE POOR OF LONDON. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED LAST WEEK, £33 128. Gd. 
SINCK RECRIVED:—A. SLOPER, Esq. (weekly donation), £1; “THREE MEN 
IN A BoaT,” £3; “D1ipo,” 58.; Mrs, SLOPER, 10s.; ALEXANDRY, 1s. 5d.; BILL 
HIGGINS, 11d.; JUBILEE, 1s.; GINETTA, 34d.; BOULANGER, 3d.; TOOTSIF, £1; 
ToTTif GOODENOUGH, 10s.; NELLIE FUIKIKS, 10s,; LARDI LONGSOX, 10s. ; 
LorD Bon, £1; DooK SNooR, 2s .: HON. BILLY, 4d.; MCGOOSELEY, 1$4.; 
IKY MOSES, 34: UNCLE BOFFIN, 9s, 6d.; AUNT GFESER, 3s.; Cousin EvF- 
LINA, 24d.; MCNAB, 3d.; SNATCHER, 194; TODDLES, $d4.; “H. B.,” £1; J.5. 
HUGHES, 23. 
Making a total received np to December Sth, 1891— £48 198. 8d. 
“THE POOR YE HAVE ALWAYS WITH YOU!" 
THOUGH stony hearts may still be found 
In country and in city, 

We think there's not, the world around, 
A wight so void of pity 

That if a redbreast, pinched and bare, 
Sat on his doorstep pleading 

For food, while he on Christmas fare 
Was like a gourmand feeding— 

There's not. we say, a wight so stern 
Of soul, so shorn of feeling, 

That coldly, coldly he would spurn 
That hungry bird's appealing ! 


And, if the redbreast’s plight forlorn 
Could melt the heart most greedy, 
The nondescript privations borne 
By creatures poor and needy 
(Not birds, but humankind) throughout 
Our vast and crowded city, 
Will tenderer hearts, beyond a doubt, 
Inspire with tenderest pity. 
Thus thousands swear, though rare good fare 
Is theirs, they conld not taste it 
At Yule, till they had given a share 
To waifa by hunger wasted ! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
THE sort of dash made by dashing voung mashers—Balder-dash. 
AUny save, * Zola may be mighty, but gorgon-Zola is aH-mitey.” 
FREE OF CHARGE—An acquitted prisoner, 
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SLOPBR’S SELBOT LIBRARY. 
RICHER THAN GOLD. 


(A TALE OF THE LONE TAaciFIc.) 
—_—— . 


CHAPTER II. 

“You have made up these powders for Mrs, Robinson's baby, 
the pills for Mr. Whatmough, and the seidlitz powders for Mr. 
Fitzjams, have 
you?" said Mr. 
Gallipots, as he 
looked at Freder- 
ick Bulstrode on 
the afternoon of 
the day following 
that on which the 
stormy interview 
had taken place in 
Mr. Burke's con- 
servatorys. 

“1 have,” said 
Frederick Bul- 
strode. 

“Then, T sha‘n't 
detain you longer,” 
said Mr. Gallipota, 
“| believe a week's 
notice on either 
side was all that 
was required, You 
will find one 
pound eighteen 
shillings and six- 
pence there, and I 
sha'n't deduct any- 
thing for the 
three phials you 
broke the day 
before yesterday.” 

“What do you 
mean, sir?” said 
Frederick Bul- 
strode, sharply,frowning Uke cludes as he addressed, his employer. 

“T mean that | have no further use for your valuable services.” 

“Tam discharged, then?” 

“It's open to that construction.” 

“ For what reason?” 

“1 don't feel called upon to give any reason,” said Mr. Gallipots, 
loftily. “But your conduct has given offence to a respected 
citizen,” 

“Hah! old Burke?" 

“Mr. Burke, if you please.” 

“ He has asked you to dismiss me?” 

“Oh, no; but I have chosen to do 80, Tean't keep people in my 
place to whom objection may 
e taken.” 

“Snob!" said Frederick 
Baistrode,“snob! But I will 
be avenged. The time will 
come when T will make ron 
tremble. When you are sick, 
send for me.” 


“Leave my shop, sir!" 


“L will, and T do,” said 
the noble minded Frede- 
rick, as he rolled his shop 
coat into a bundle and 
stalked solemnly out into 
a cold world with one pound 
eighteen shillings and six- 
pence in his pocket. 
* 


e » 

“Turliety,” was softly 
warbled with the sweet- 
ness of a bulbul cooing 
to its mate as the shades 
of evening cast a dim 
shadow in the vicinity of 
the Burke family water- 
barrel and elsewhere. 

“Is it you, Fred?” was 
softly murmured in the 
voice of Arabella Jane. 

“It is,” said Frederick, 
with the gl drawn sigh 
of a pump which has gone 


Ont into the cold world, 


ry. 

“Oh! if you are discovered, it will be fatal.” 

“T care not; L couid not leave the place for ever without bidding 
you farewell.” 

“ For ever, Frederick?” 

“Yes; forever! Know that I nm sacked, and old Gallipots will 
to-morrow have another to mix his potions for him.” 

“Sacked! And why?" 

“Why! Because your father wills it.” 

“Then, you suffer for my sake?” 

“IT do, [am out of a crib.” 

“ Dear Fred! poorinnocent sufferer!” 

“1 don't care,” ejaculated the punished pill puncher desperately. 

“Oh, Fred, 
love you all the 
more!" 

“Will yon be 
true to me?” 


“It can't be 
done, though. I 
have only sixteen ¢ : N ; " ' 
and eightpence y \ 
since I paid my 
landlady.and that 
would take us no 
distance.” 

“'Tis true. But, 
go, brave youth! 
and I will remain 
trueto you. | will 
wait till you make 
your fortune.” 

“You will?” 

“Twill!” 

“Tis well. T 
will go abroad 
and will conte. 
fortune to ba 
kind,” said Frede- 
rick. ‘“ Keep this 
pose - sharpener 

or my sake a8 a 
love token.” 

“And take you 
this, dear Frede- . ; 
rick,” eaid Arabella Jane, as she pressed into his palma thimble, 

One long fond embrace they took, and, with a lingering look of 
love, cut short by the voice of old Burke demanding who left the 
back door open, the lovers parted. 

(Tp he continued next week.) 


One long fond embrace, 


eb le 


463 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
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4.— BRANDON THOMAS, F.O.S, 

“Ta Brandon Thomas we have one of those gentlemen whose 
especial Vocation it seems is to stir up the world from that 
stagnant state into whieh it often sinks—to keep the pot boiling, Freddy (indignantly), Too old, am 12 How alent 
so te speak, For mony years now Brandon has been a prominent comes into the horse, 
firruie before the pablic both as actor and author, and combining —— = 
gs he does the talents of a Garrick and a Shakespeare, it is no | 
exayveration to say thot his fame wiil live in the annals of lis 
country for many a year to come. Our hero has not always been 
what he isat present, for at one period of his career it was his 
Ereatest ambition te become a renowned human gasbay, other- 
wise n prize t or, but his proficiency in the use of the raw ‘uns 
not being calculated to inspire horror into the mind of even a 
iht of seven, our heros desires were erushed in the bud, 
"owe say that our hero has never been in the divorce court, 
aml has never been seen sober on three consecutive nights, it 
will be at once seen that Brandon Thomas is what may almost | 
be termed a perfect man; and althongh it isan undounted fact 

lat he knows how many beans make five, nevertheless, he cannot 
Ls aeeusel of being anything but a modest man, inasmuch as 
wethe knowledge to eseape his lips, Chiefly because | 
ip. our hero was created F.0.5., | 

Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to him August 29th, 

LsVL. — Debrett Improved, 


Freddy. You haven't given mea kiss yet, Mr. Fungus, 
dhs Sister, Why, Freddy, you are getting too old to kiss gentlemen, 
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(1). Mrs. O'Creeqan (with much ferlina), “ Take your thrusiy weapon, thin, Patsy, 
me darlint, and stroike a blow for your disthressful counthry! Take out the false 
thraitor, Mick Casey, and blow the works out av his decavin carcass!" — /’atsu. 
“ Begor. thin Oi will! Shure the blood av ail the OCragans boils widin me !"— 
(2). And the bold knight errant strode feith into the night, bent on his high souled 
mission,—(3). But, as bad luck would have it, he shortly afterwards found himself 
completely fogged in the mountain mist—(4). And was just about to chuck it up 
as a bad job, when he caught the glimmer of a distant window.——(5). * Bejabers!” 


DANCING GIRLS. | DEAR ME! 


Tis spoke the Grand Monarque King Loo 
To the * Markee" De Millefleurs St. Boo— 
“Than IL you are thinner, 
I've, too, just had dinner, 
So oblige me by tying my shoe. 


eau h)/ | 2 


vou, then? You kiss nearly every gentleman who 


RIOT’S ERROR: A TALE OF A FOG. 


| 


i 
Cockney, We had five degrees of frost in London yesterday. j , N ; 
Hodges. Well, what of that? We had three degrees in our | The girl who is Pudsy besieged with The Ud. Alt Tate a pound onec upon a time, dear. 

village. What do you think of that for a small place ? partners. The Young. Oniy eight a penny now, gran'pa—cireap! | 


(Saturday, December 19, 1891, 
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Heroie behaviour of Sir Cavalier Sloper at the battle 
of Naseby. [From an extremely searce print. 


chuckled he, as he thrust the blunderbne through the casement, “ Oi must have come 
ina sthraigiit loine to Mick Casey's aftier all! Shure, Oi can hear the devil movin 
about insoide! Arrah! Micky, ye spalpane, take that !"——(6). Bang! “Thunder 
amiturf!" It was his own cabin after ali! and Le had put Lalf a pound of swan 
shot into his own Biddy and the gossoons !——(7). Amd the way his own Biddy tool 
it out of his hide for that little mistake with the sancepan ! Bedad, the Cork election - 
were a fool to it! It was days and days before Patsy was able to lay comfortably on 
his humble couch, and all because of the viciousness of a woman, 


HE NOSE HIS WAY ABOUT. 


in handy as a music-stame, ete. 
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One advantage of having a long and locked nose is that it comes 
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